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On the 1@#h of August, 1001, return- | to bring the packet to light, and Ferret

Ing from a mission to Eangland I sailed
from Dover, and crossing to Calais
without mishap anticipated with
pleasure the king’s satisfaction when he
should hear the result of my embassy,
and learn from my mouth the just and
Triendly seatiments which Queen
Elizabeth entertained towards him.

Unfortunately 1T was not able to im-
part these on the instant.  During my
absence a trifling matter had carried
the king to Dieppe, whenee his anxziety
on the {ueen's account, who was short-
1y to be bronght to bed, led him to
take the road to Paris. He sent word
to me to follow him, bot necessarily
some days elapsed before we met; an
opportunity of wwhich his cnemies and
mine were quick to take advantage,
and that so insidiously and with so
much suceess as to imperil not my
reputation only but his happiness.

The time at their disposal was in-

reaced by the faet that when I
reached the arsenzl T fonnd the Louvre
vacant, the qgueen, who lay at Fon-
taineblean. havige sommoned the
king thither. Fdrret, his secretary,
boweover, awaited me with a letter, in
which Heary, after expressing his
«desire to see me, bade me neverthe-
less stay in Paris a day to
transagd some business., “Then,” ha
<ontinuved, “come to me, my fricnd. and
we will discnss the matter of which yon
Lknow. In the meantime send me your
Ppapers by Ferrot, who will give youa
receipt for them.™

Suspecting no danger in a course
which was usnal enough, I hastened to
ecizply. Summoning Maignan, who,
whenever I traveled, earried my port-
folio, I unlocked it, and emptying the
Ppapers in a mass on the table, handed
them in detail to Ferret. Preseatly, to
ay astonishment, I found thatone,and

4 DANDED THOEM IN DETAIL TO FERRET.

this the gpost important, wras missing.
X swent over the papersagain, and again,
and yet again. Still it was not to be
fownd.

Whenecver [ traveled on a mission of
importance I wrotc my dispatches in
wopne of the three modes, according as
they were of little, great, or the first
importance; in ordinary characters that
is, in a eipher to which the eouneil pos-
sessed the key. or ina cipher to which
wonly the king anod I held keys. This
last, as it was seldom used, was rarely
changed; but it was my duty, on my re-
turn from each mission, immediately to
remit my key tc the king, who de-
pasited it in a safe place until znother
wecasion for its use arose.

It was this key which was missing. 1
had been accustomed to carry it in the
portfolio with the other papers, but in
a scaled envclope which I broke and
agmin sealed with my own signet when-
<ver | had occasion to use the cipher. I
had last seen the cnvelope at Calais,
when [ banded the portfolio tc Maignan
before beginning my journey to Paris;
the portfolio had notsince been opened,
yet the sealed pocket was missing.

More than o little uneasy, I recalled
Maignan, who had withdrawn after de-
livering up hischarge. ‘“‘You rascall™ I
said with some heat. **las this been
out of your custody?”

“The bag?" he answered, looking at
§&. Than his face changed. “‘Yon
have cut your finger, my lord,” he said.

I had cut it slightly in uobuckling
the portfolio, and a drop or two of
Bblood had fullen on the papers. But
his reference to itat this moment, when
my mind was full of my loss, angered
me, and even awoke my suspicions.
“Silence!" 1 said, ‘“and answer me.
Have you let this bag ont of your pos-
session?”

This time he replied straightforward-
sy that be had not.

“Nor unlocked it?"

“I have no key, your e 324

That was true; and as I had at bot-
tom the utmost eonfidence in his fidel-
ity. [ pursued the inquiry no farther in
that direction, but made a third search
_among the papers. This also failing

being in haste to be gone, I was obliged
for the moment to put up with the
loss, and draw what comfort I could
from the réflection that no dispatch in
the missing cipher was extant. Who-
ever had stolen it, thercfore, another
could be substituted for itand noone the
worse. Still I was unwilling that the
king shonld hear of tbe mischance from
astranger, and be led tothink me eare-
less; and I bade Ferret be silent about
it unless Henry missed the packet,
which might not happen before my
arrival

When the secretary, who readily as-
sented, had given me his receipt and
gone, I questioned Maignan afresh
and more closely, but with no result.
Ile had pot seen me place the packet in
the portfolio at Calais, and that I had
done so I could vouch only my own
memory, which I knew to be fallible.
In the meantime, thongh the mischance
annoyed me, I attached mo great im-
portance to it, but anticipating that a
word of explanation would satisfy the
king, and a new cipher dispose of other
difficulties, I dismissed the matter from
my mind.

Twenty-four hours later, however, I
was rudely awakened. A ccurier ar-
rived from Heary, and, surprisiny me
in the midst of my last preparations at
the arsenal, handed me an order to at-
tend his majesty; an order couched in
the most absolute and peremptory
terms, and lacking all those friendly
expressions which the king never failed
to use when he wrote to me. A missive
so brief and formal—and so needless,
for I was on the point of starting—had
not reached me for years; and coming
at this moment when I bhad po reason
to expect a reverse of fortune, it had
all the ‘effect of a thunderboltin a
clear sky. I stood stunned, the words
which I was dictating to my secretary
dying on my lips. For I knew the king
too well, and had experienced his kind-
ness too lately to attribute the harsh-
ness of the order to chance or forget-
fulness; nnd, assured in a moment that
1 stood face to face with a grave crisis,
I found myself bard put to it to hide
my feelings from those about me.

Nevertheless, I did so with an effort;
and, sending for the courier, asked him
with an assumption of carclessness
what was the latest news at court. His
answer, in o measure, calmed my fears,
thougzh it conld not remove them, He
reported that the queen had beentaken
ill—or so the rumor went.

“Suddenly?” I zaid.

*“This morning,” he answered.

“The king was with her?”

“Yes, your excellency.”

“Had he left her long when he seant
this letter?

*It came from her chamber, your ex-
cellency.”

“But—did you understand that her
majesty wvas in danger?” I urged.

As to that. however, the man could
not say anything;and I was left to
nurse my conjectures during the long
ride to Fontainebleau, where we ar-
rived in the ¢ool of the even-
ing, the last stage through the forest
awakening memories of prst pleasure
that combated in vain the disorder and
apprehension which held my spirits.
Dismounting in the dusk at the door of
my apartments, I found a fresh sur-
prise awaiting me in the shape of M. de
Concini, the Italian, who, advoncing
to meet me before my foot was ont of
the stirrup, onoounced that he came
from the king, who desired my instant
attendance in the gueen's closet |

Knowing Concini to be one of those
whose influence with hor majesty had
more than once toempted the king to
the most violent measures against her—
from which I had with dificulty dis-
suaded him—I augured the worst from
the cholce of such a messenger; and
wounded alike in my pride and the
affection in which T held the king,
conld scercely flnd words in which to
ask him if the queen was ill.

“Indisposed, my lord,” he replied,
carelessly. And he began to whistle.

I told him that I would remove my
boots and brush off the dust, and in
five minctes be at his service.

“Pardon me,” he said, “my orders
are strict, and they are to request yon
to attend his majesty immediately. He
expected you an hour ago.”

I was thunderstrock at this—sat the
message, and at the man's manner;
and for a moment I could searcely re-
strain my indignation. Fortonately
the habit of self-control came to my
aid in time, and I reflected that an
altereation with such o person could
only lower my dignity. I contented
myself, therefore, with my
assent by a nod, and followed him
toward the queen’s apartments.

In the antechamber were several
persons, who, as I passed, saluted me
with an air of shyness and incertitude
which was enough of itself to put me on
'my guard. Concini atitended me to

gaged in soothing and reassuring her.
Ou my entrance, he broke off and rose
to his feet.

“Here he is at last,” he said, barely
looking et me. *“‘Now, if you will, dear
heart, ssk him your questions. I have

with fever, made a fretful movement,
but did not answer.

“Do yon wish me to ask him?" Henry
said with admirable patience.

*If you think it is worth while,” she
muttered, turning sullenly and eyeing
me from the middle of her pillows with
disdain and {ll-temper.

*I will, then," he answered. and he
turned to me. “M. de Rosny,” he said,
in & formal tone, which even without
the unaecustomed monsieur ent me to
the heart, *‘be good enough to tell the
qucen how the key to my sccret cipher,
which I intrusted to you, has come to
be in Mme. de Vernenil's possession.”

I looked at him in the profoundest’
astonishment, and for a moment re-
mained silent, trying to collect my
thoughts nnder this unexpected blow.
The qucen saw my hesitation and
laughed spitefully. *‘I am afraid, sire,”
she said, ““that you have overrated this
gentleman’s ingenuity, though doubt-
less it has been much exercised in your
service.”

Henry's face grew red with ve=ation.
“Speak, man!" he cried. “How came
she by it?"

*Mme. de Verneuil?” I said.

The gueen langhed again. “Had you
not better take him ount first, sir?” she
said, scornfully, “and tell him what to
say?

*"Fore God, madame!™ the king cried
passionately, “'you try me too far! Have
I not told you a hundred times, and
sworn to yon, thatI did not give Mme.
de Vernenil this key?"

*“If you did mot give her that,” the
queen muttered, sullenly, picking at
the silken coverlid which lay on her
feet, “‘you have given her all else. You
cannot deny it."
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““That is the question, madame,” I said.
“It is one easily answered,” she re-
torted. ““1f you do not know, ask her.”
“But, perhaps, madame, she wi'l not
answer,” I ventared.

*Then command her to answer in
the kiog's name!” the queen replied,
her cheeks burning with fever. *‘And
if she will not, then has the king no
prisons—no fetters smooth enough for
those dainty ankles?"

This wasa home question, and Henry,
who never showed to less advantage
than when he stood between two wom-
en, cast a sheepish glance et me. Un-
fortunately the gueen eaught the look.,
which was not intended for her; and
on the instant it awoke all her former
suspicions. Supposing that she had
discovered our collusion, she flung her-
self back with a ery of rage, and, burst-
ing into a passion of tears, gave way
to frantie reproaches, wailing and
throwing herself about with a violence
which could not but injure onafn her
condition. {

The king ktarcd at her for s momentin
sheerdisma®\|{ Then his chogrin turned
to anger, whikh, as he dared not vent it
on her, took my direction. He pointed
impetuously to the door. **Begzone, sir!”
be said in a passion, and with the ut-
most harshness. *“*You have done mis-
chief enough here. God grant that we
see the end of it! Go—go!” he con-
tinued, quite beside himself with fury.
“Send Galigai here, and do you goto
vour lodging until you hear from me!”

Overwhelmed and almost stupefied by
the catastrophe, I found my way out, I
hardly knew how, and sending in the
woman made my escape from the ante-
chamber. But hasten as I might, my

to speak of his majesty in terms that
even malevolence could not twist to my
disadvantage.

When they were gone, doubtless to
tell Henry how [ had taken it
I sat down to supper with La Font,
Boisrueil, and two or three gentlemen
of my sunite; and, without appear-
ing too cheerful, contrived to cat with
my usnal appetite. Afterwards I with-
drew in the ordinary course to my
chamber, and, being now at liberty to
look the situation in the face, found it
as scrions as I had feared. The falling
man has few friends; he must act
quickly if he would retain any. I was
not slow in deciding that my sole
chance of an honorable escape lay in
discovering, and that within a few
hours—who stole the cipher and con-
veyed it to Mme. de Verneuil; and in
placing before the queen such evidence
of this as must convinee her.

By way of beginning I summoned
Maignan and put him through a severo
examination. Later, 1 sent for the
rest of my household—such., I mean,
as had accompanicd me—and, ranging
them against the walls of my chamber,
took a flnmbean in my hand and went
the round of them, questioning cach,
and marking his air and aspect as he
answered. But with no result; sothat
after following some clews to no pur-
pose, and suspecting several persons
who clearcd themselves on the spot, 1
became assured that the chain must be
taken up at the other end, and the
first link found among Mme. de Ver-
neunil’s following.

By this time it was nearly midnight,
and my people were dropping with fa-
tigue. Nevertheless, a sense of the

disorder, patent to a hundred curious
cyes, betrayed me; and, if it did not
disclose as much as I feared or the in-
quisitive desired. told more than any
had looked to learn. Within an hour
it was known at Nemours that his
majesty had dismissed me with high
words—some said with a blow: and
half a dozen couriers were on the road
to Paris with the news.

In my place some might have given
up all for lost; but in addition to a
sense of rectitude, and the conseious-
ness of desert, I had to support me an
intimate knowlaedge of the king's tem-
per; which, though I bad never suffered
from it to this extent before, I knew to
be on occasion as hot as his anger was
short lived, and his disposition gener-

“REGOXE, SIR,” HE BAID.

Henry let a gesture of despair escape
him. *‘Are we to go back to that?” he
said. Then turning to me: “*Tell her,”
he said, between his teeth; “and tell me.
Ventre Saint Gris—are you dumb, man?"

Discerning mothing for it at the mo-
ment save to bow before this storm,
which had wsrisen so suddenly, and
from a quarter the least expected, 1
hastened to comply. I had not pro-
cecded far with my story, however—
which fell short. of course, of explain-
ing how the key came to be in Mme.
de Verneunil's hands—before I saw that
it won no ercdence with the gqueen, but
rather confirmed her in her belief that
the king had given to another what he
had denied %o her. And more, I
saw that in proportion as the tale
{2ilcd to convinee her it excited the
king's wrath and disappointment. He
several times eut me short with expres-
sions of the ntmost impatience. and at
last, when I came to a lame conclusion
—sinee 1 could explain nothing ex-
cept that the key was gone—he could
restrain himself no longer. In a tone
in which he had never addressed me
before, he asked me why I had not, on
the instant, communicated the loss to
him; and when I wounld have defended
myself by adducing the reason I had
given above, overwhelmed me with
abuse and reproaches, which, as they
were uttered in the queen's presence,
and would be repeated, I knew, to the
Coneinis and Galigais of her suite, who
had no oceasion to love me, carried a
double sting.

Nevertheless, for a time, and until
he had somewhat worn himself out, I
let Henry proeced. Then, taking ad-
vantage of the first pause, I interposed.
Reminding him that he had never had
cause to accuse me of carelessness be-
fore, I recalled the twenty-two years
during which I had served hum faith-
{ully, and the enmities I had incurred
for his sake; and having by these means
placed the discussion on 3 more equal
footing, I descended again io particn-
lars, and asked respectfully if I might
know on whose suthority Mme. de
Verneuil was said to hsve the cipher.

**On her own!"” the queanmoﬂed hys-
terically. “Don't try to ve me,
for it will be in vain. I know she has
it; and if the king did nof give it o

ous. I had hopes, therefore—although
I saw dull faces enough among my
suite, and some pale ones—that the
king’s repentance would overtake his
anger, and its consequences outstrip
any that might flow from his wrath.
But though I was not altogether at

desperate nature of the ¢case animating
them, they formed themselves volun-
tarily into a kind of council, all feeling
their probity sttacked, in which wa-
rions medes of foreing the seeret from
those who held it were proposed—
Maignan's suggestions being especially
violent. Doubting, however, whether
madame had more than one confidante,
I secretly made up my mind to a course
which none dared to suggest; and
then, dismissing all to bed, kept only
Maignan tolic in my chamber, that if
nny points oeccurred to me in the night
I might gquestion him on them.
TO BE COXCLUDED.

REMARKABLE DEVOTION.

Old Amzi Just "Spiscd His Master for a
Too Nice Conslderation.

Amzi was an old school negre, who
regarded the emancipation proclamna-
tion with contempt, and neither
threats nor bribes could have prevailed
upon him to leave an indulgent master,
whom he served with the most un-
selfish devotion. He was o little,
dried-up, black and much wrinkled
darky of uneertain age. whose religion
ccnsisted solely of blind adoration of
“3inrse Davy Jackson.,” whose play-
mate he had been in childhood. whose
nurse he had been in illness, and whose
personal attendant he had been through
a four years' war.

Mr. Jackson wasownoer of a steam-
pack line, plying daily between Nor-
foll:, Va., and Elizabeth City, N. C,,
through the Dismal Swamp canal, the
principal revenue of which was derived
from the carrying of the United States
mail, Amzi being employed in the hum-
ble capacity of guard over the pouches

The four yeurs' contract had nearly
expired, and a rival company, a stage
coach line, was seeking to wrest the
mail-carrying from the steamers. With
a view to proving that the overland
route was the more expeditiouns, and
thercfore more desirable, the stage
raced with the steamer eovery day, and
as the roadway followed the capal

inult in this, I falled to take into ac- |

count one thing—I mean Henry's anx-
iety on the qucen's account, her con-
dition, and his desire to have an heir;
which so affected the issue, that in-
stead of fulfilling my expectations the
event left me more despondent than be-
fore. The king wrote indeed. and
within the honr, and his letter
was in form an apology. Dut it
was so lacking in grociousness
so stiff, though it began *“‘My good
friend Rosny,” and so insincere, thouch
it referred to my past services. that
when I had read it I stood awhile gaz-
ing at it, afraid to turn lest De Vie and
Varennes, who had brought it, should
read my disappointment in my face.
For 1 could not hide from™myself that
the gist of the letter lay, not in the ex-
pressions of regret which opened it, but

bank for twwenty-two miles the contest
beecame very exciting. The whecled
vehicle would wusually forge ahead
when the locks were reached, but as
soon as released all steam would be
crowded and the little boat wonld again
be in the lead.

Amzi was, probabiy, the individual
most concerned in these tests of speed,
and he sought to incite the engineer to
extreme cffort by all sorts of threats
and promises. He regarded the eoaches
with the ntmost aversion and nearly
wept in his distress lest his old master
should lose his contraet.

Oge day the contest had becn unnsn-
ally warm and close throughout the
cntire length of the canczl and as they
were drawing near the south mills,
where the cananl canters Pasquotank
river, the stage wasa good mile in the
lead. Amazi was standing upon the rail

in the complaint swhich closod it;
wherein the king sanllenly excused his
outbreak on the grouand of the magni-
tude of the interests which my careless-
ness had endangered. and the opening |
to harass the queen which I had |
heedlessly given. “This cipher,” he
said, “has long been a whim with my
wife, from whom, for good recasons
well known to you and eonnected with
the grand duke’s conrt, I have thought |
fit to withhold it Now nothing will I
persuade her that I have not granted |
to another what I refused her. I
trouble, my friend, lest you be foumll
to have done more ill to France in a
moment of carelessness than all your |
services have done good.” !
It was not difficult to find a threat |
underlying these words, nor to discern |
that if the queen’s fsncy remained un- |
shaken., and ill came of it, the king
would hardly forgive me. Recognizing
this, and that I was face to face with
a crisis from which I could not escape,
but by the use of my utmaost powers, I
assumed a serions and thonghtful air;
and withont affecting to disguise the
fact that the king was displeased with
me, dismissed the envoys with a few
civil speeches, in which I did not fail

swearing at the engineer and threaten-
ing the captain, when the boat lurched
slightly and the negro was thrown in-
to the water.

Immediately there was great con-
fusion on board, for the old negro was
revered by everyvone, and it was known
that he could mot swim. Quickly as
might be the steamer was stopped, a
little yawl lowered, and Amazi, half

| drowned, was fished ont of the water.

Searcely did he reach the deck before
he yelled out excitedly to the captain:

*“@Gin her two bells. you fool! Don'
jou see dat dum stage erscootin’™

Then he rushed to the window of the
engineer and shook his fist savagely at
thut official.

“What fur you done stop dis yere
boat? Ise done tell Marse Davxy. 'n’
den dere "1l be o ingineer projecin’ fur
a job.”

J"151.:.1'.. Amszi" expostulated the en-
gineer, “if I hadn't stopped you would
have drowned.™

“Glong. I jis' * yer, I does,
aspilin’ time on one nigger. Now
you jis' heah me; you sen’ up de steam
whilst | squots on de safety valve, 'n’

ef you heahs anybody clse .
youylnm‘em ,—&hco_




